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BAY STATE BONG.

[*“They bad sent word 10 os from Philadelpbia that we
coaldl mot pass through that city, (Baltimore,) bat ihe Col-

onel made wp bis mind that we could; and so we did.
* = * Youmay depend apon it, that wherever we are
ordered we shall do oor duty, and not make a blot on the
records of Massachusasts,™

Lerree reow & Puvars or Tz 8ve Reeinnrr.

< "The canse of Ballimore is the camee of the whole
Bowth.” A. H.Sverazns.)

Toxe—* Tho 2 is Rest for the '-._n.'

Tis the old Bay Btate a-soming,
With the Pine-Tres waviag bigh,
Foromost where the fight is thickest,
Freedom still her battle-ery.
From the rocky shore of Plymouth,
From the plains of Lexingtos,
¥rom beneath the shafl of Boaker,
Every hero sends a son.
Cuonvr—To the fray comes the Bay Btate,
Clear the way for the Bay State,
Trust you may in the Bay State,
Ehe will do or die.

From our desar old Berkshire mountains,
From Cape Cod’s sen-beaton sand,

With one cry we rush to battle—
Freedom, and our native jand!

From the quict graves of Concord,
Still, as in oor Mathers' day,

Where her country’s need is greates,
Masuachosetts loads the way.

Cuonvs—To the fray, Ko

Onward dash the Pine-Treo baouer,
Where a threatened Sennte calls,
Ere » foe in Froedom™ city
Desecrate ber sncred halls;
Where a son woold strike & mother,
With a traitor’s stealthy biow.
Forward! every loyal hrother,
Fly to crush the dastard foe.
Caorvs—To the fray, ke

Onwanl, thon, our stainless banner;
Let it kiss the stripe and siar,
Till in weal and woe united,
They forever wedded are.
We will plant them by the river,
By the guif, sad by the strand,
Till they float, 1o flont forever,
O'er a free, united land.
Cuorvs—To the fray, ke,

We have left the plow and anvil,
Left the ledger and the loom;
Crar shares to swards are beaten,
And our pen's the pen of doem.
But we'll plow a deeper farrow,
And we'll deal & heavier blow,
And upon the Nation's Ledger
We will stzike the balance now.
Caonvs—To the fray, ke.

Lay the rails and baild the eagines,
Jer the siream the bridges throw;
These are little Yankee notions
Yankoos carry as they go.
To the friends we leave behind vs,
Oft we pledge m hearty houlth;
And ooe prayer io God we offer—
Gad sace the good old Commonwealth!
Cuonyvs—To the fray, Ke.

See an Adams and an Otis

Look from Heaven to speed as on!
Henar & Warren and s Prescott

Hid us keep the fields they won!
Soe again Virginia's Patriot

Rise to bid Disanion stand!
Ree the shade of Monticello

Eurike agnin at Treason's band!

Caosvs—To the fray, &e.

Forward, then, the Pine-Tree banner!
Still, as in oor fathers” duy,

Where her country’s need is groatest,
Massachnsetts leds the way!

By our broihers’ Wlood, still erying
From the streets of Baltimore,

Lt the foe who strock behind them,

" Be struck down forever more.

Cuonvs—To lhe fray, ke.

Now, the Stars nod Stripes forever!
Be he curwd, each traitor sos,
Who assails the starry banaer,
And the flag of Washington!
For Moont Vernon's encred ashes
Till ot rest within their bed,
With = traitor band around it,
And a traitor fing o'erbead! "
Cyorvs—To the fray comes the Bay Siate,
Clear the way for the Bay State,
Trust you may in the Bay Blate,
Bhe will do or die.

e ———
—_——————

Select Tale.

HOW THE MOUNTAIN BLACKSMITH
WAS CONVERTED.

A STORY OF THE SOUTH.
The scene is laid in the mountainons
regions of Georgis. Mr. Forgeron, a
blacksmith. had a sotipathy against
all Ministers, and Methodist Ministers in
icnlar. His 8 was in a narrow
;.;‘tll:t'ln pass, ndhlfa declared his d‘e-
termiuation to 'lli{ every Methodist
preacher that passed his shop. The Rév.
B. Stabbleworth, however, ludil! con-
sented to go there, and the following de-
scribes his ride through the mountaine:
Fo had heard of his new victim,

. Ob, what s mice besting
would have! He had heard, too, t
some ministers were rather spirited; and
W' this one might be provoked- to
fight. Knowing that the clergyman ‘.‘::
pass on Saturday, in the af
gave liis striker a Y. _
himself on the Mﬁug*m'?"";;
awaing the approach of the prescher.
was :gt over an hour before he heard the
words— : S

“ " e they who their Baviour obey,
v 11 . i trcsmres ahove—" the
sang in a foll, clear voice; and soon
vocalist, tnrning the angle of the N*'
rode up with s continued smile on his
face

“How are you, old Slabsides? Get

£

* | Christian.”

“regaled | your

"I‘::'s :i:sh:o ride,” answered the
preacher, “and haven't tj friend; T
will eall when I m:-n.’tm o

.og.nnr nlm: me_bhwmf‘fqu
are the trif =
-} bave sent here to M..d"r S .‘J

“My name is Stubbleworth,” he moek-
Iy replied.

“Didn’t you know my name was Ned
Fomn. the bladksmith that whips eve-
Ty odist preacher that comes s
was asked with an audscious look ; *and
bow dare you come here 7**

The preacher replied that he had hesrd
of Forgeron’s name, but presumed that
he did not molest well-behaved travellers.

“You presume so! Yes, you are the
most presumptuous people, you Metodists,
that ever trod sole leather, anyhow.—
Well, what'll you do, you beef-headed
disciple, yon 7

3Ir. Stobbleworth professed his willing-
ness to do anything reasonable to avo
sach a penance.

«“Woell, there's three things you bave
to do, or I'll maul you into s jelly. The
first is, yon are to quit preaching; the
second is, yon mpst wear this last will
and testament of Thomas Paine pext to
your heart, read it every day, and believe
overy word you read ; and the third is,
that you are to curse the Methodists in
every crowd yon get into;” and the
blacksmith “shucked” himself, rolled ap
his sleeves, and took a quid of tobacco.
The preacher looked on during these
novel preparations, without a line of his
face moving, and at the end he replied
that tho terms were not reasonable, and
he would not submit to them.

“Well, yon've got a whaling to sub-
mit to, then; I'll tear yon into doll-rags
corner ways! Get down, yon cunssed
long-faced hypocrite.”

The preacher remonstrated, and For-
geron, walked up to the horse, threatening
to tear him off if he did not dismount ;
wherenpon the worthy man made a vir-
tue of necessity, and alighted.

“I have one request to make, my friend
—that is, you won’t beat me with this
overcoal on; it was a present from the
ladies of my last circuit, and I do not
wish to have it torn.”

“OM with it, and that saddenly, you
basin-faced imp, youn.”'

The Methodist preacher slowly drew
off his overcoat, as the blacksmith con-
tinned his tirade of abuse of him and the
sect, and throwing the garment behind
him, he dealt Mr. Forgeron a tremenious
blow between the eyes, which laid that
person on the ground, with the testament
of Tom Paine beside him. DMr. Stubble-
worth, with the tact of a connoissenr in
such matters, did not wait for his adver-
sary to rise, but monnted him with the
quickness of a eat, and bestowed his
blows with a courteous hand on the stom-
ach and face of the blacksmith, continuing
his song where he had lelt off on his ar-
rival—

“Tongoe canaot express the sweet comfon,” ke.—

until Forgeron, from having experienced
*first love,” or some other sensation eqnal-
ly new to him, responded lnstily—
“Enough ! enongh ! enongh ! take him
oﬁ Ii)
But unfortunately, there was no one hy
to perform that kind office, except the
preachec’s old roan, and he munched a
taft of grass and looked on as if his master
was happy at eamp meeting.
“Now,” said Stabbleworth, *there are
three things yon must promise me before
I let youup.”
“What are they " asked Forgeron,
eagerly.
“The first is, that yon will never mo-
lest & Methodist preacher again.”
Here Ned’s pride srose, and he hesitat-
ed; and the reverend gentleman, with his
usual benign smile on his face, renewed
his blows and sung—

] then rode on the sky, freely jostified I,

And the moon it was under my foet.™

This oriental langnage overcame the
blacksmith. Such bold figures, or some-
thing ¢lse, caused him to sing out,
«Well, I’'ll do it ; I'll do it !”
“Your are getting on very well,” said
Mr. Stobbleworth. “I think I can make
a decent man of you yet, and perhaps a

Ned groaned. ' ° £
*The second thing I reguire of you is,
to go to Pumpkin Creek mesting honse
and hear me preach to-morrow.”
Nad attempted to stammer out some
excase, when the divine resnmed his de-
votional hymn, and kept time with the
music, striking him over the face with
the fleshy part of his hand.
*I'll do my best,” said he, in an hom-
ble voice.
“Well, that’s a man,"” said Stubble-
worth. *“Now get up and go down to
the spring and wash your face, and tear
op Tom Psine’s testament, and tara yoor
thoughts on high.”
Ned rose, with feelings he never ex-
ienced before, and went to obey the
I-m-tory injunctions  of the E.ruchor.
when the latter n mounted his horse,
took Ned by the hand, and said—

#Now keep your promise, and I"ll keep
counsel. Grood evening, Mr. Forger-
on; I'll look for yoa to-morrow.”

And off he rode with the same imper-
tarable countenance, singing ao.lopd as
to scare the eagles from their eyrie in the
ovuht:ging rocks. Tep
_«Well,” thonght Ned, “this is a nice
business. 'What woald people say if they
kbew Edward Forgeron was whip
before his own door, and that too by a
Methodist preacher I’

Bat his musings were more in sorrow

oﬁjwrhmnﬂjoinhw'ym
said the smith. -

1d | taciturn man ; some

'we were placed had upon ns, and, as he

pedact with Aomor; these sre the moments

himself, “Ned ForTron whipped by a
Methodist preacher!”

From thst time his whole conduct
manifested a change of feeling. The gos-
sips of the neighborhood observed it, and
wﬁlilpend that Ned was silent, .and had
gona to meeting every Sunday since the
accident. They wondered greatly at his
burning the books he used to read so
much. Btrange stories wera circulating
as to the metamorphosis of this jovial
dare-devil blacksmith into a gloomy and

s:fposed. very sage-
ly, that a “spirit”’ had enticed him into
the mountains, and, after giving him a
glimpse into the fotore, had misled him
to a erag where ho nad fallen and brais-
el his face. Others gave the prince of
darkness the credit of the change, but
none suspocted the Methodist preacher ;
and thoe latter having no vanity to gratify,
the secret remained with Ned. Thegloowy
state of mind continued nntil Forgeron
visited a camp meeting. Rev. Mr. Stob-
bleworth preached a sermon that scemed
to enter his soul and relieve it of a burden;
and the song of
“How happy are they who iheir Eaviour obey,”
was only half throngh when he felt like
a pew man. Forgeron was from that
time a *‘shonting Methodist.” At alove
feast, a short time subsequent, he gave
his experience, and revealed the mystery
of his conviction and conversion to his
astonished neighbors.
The Rey. Mr. Stublleworth, who had
faithfully kept the secret until that time,
could not contain himself any longer, but
gave vent to his feelings in convulsive
peals of langhter, as the buruing tears of
Joy coursed their way down his cheeks.
“Yes, my brethren,” said he, *“itisa
fact. I did maul the grace into his un-
believing soul, there is no doubt.”
Thy hlacksmith of the mountain-pass
himself became, soon after, a Methodist
preacher.

——

Aiseellancous.

LOLA MONTEZ.

TPanse by the cafllin's huft!
Bpeak a kind word for the fair penitent,
Who for her sins atoned ere life was spent,
And Death bad hurled his shafi!

Gaxzo on tha: pallid face!
Closed are the dreamy eyes that yoars agone
Madle a King vassal, and onrped a throne!
Closed—closed for endless space!

A few scant foct of earth
Buffiee for her! Grave-clotbes of snowy white,
Wihere once the dance-dress was with spangles bright!
Eadness, where onee wis mirth!

“Have we not erst been hid
That we forgive ay we woald be forgiven,
Though the effence be seventy times a soven?
Nail down the eoflin’s lid!

A Soldier’s Emotion in Battle.
Our citizen soldiers inexperienced in
the battle field will find the most terrible
moments just before the combat begins.
A soldier, in his narration of his personal
adventares in the Mexican war, publish-
ed in *Howe's Achievements of Ameri-
cans,” gives some interesting items on
this head in the description of the battle
of Palo Alto, the opening battle of the
wrar.

When all was ready, both armies stood
still for about twenty minutes, each wait-
ing for tho other to begin the work of
death, and daring this time I did not see
a single man of the enemy move; they
stood like statues.

We remained quiet, with two exeep-
tions. Gen. Taylor, followed by his staff,
rode from left to right at a slow pace,
with his leg thrown over lik a woman,
and as he passed each regiment, he spoke
words of encouragement. I know not
what be said to the others, bat when he
came np to where we stood, he looked
steadily at us; I soppose, to see what
effect the novel circnmstances in which

gazed, he said:  “The dayonet, my hardy
cocks ! the bayonet is the thing I’ 'The
other occasion was that of Licut. Blake,
of the Engineers, who volanteered to gal-
lop along the enemies’ line, in front of
both armies, wud count their guns; snd
so close did be go that he might have
been shot a handred times. One of the
officers of the enemy, donbtless thinking
he had some communication to make, rode
ont to meet him; Blake, however, paid
no sttention to bim, but rode on, and
then returned and reported to Taylor.

Thus stood those two belligerent armies,
face to face. 'What were the feelings of
those thousands! How many thonghts
and fears were crowded into those few
moments | Look at our men ! a claimimy
sweat iv settled all over faces slightly pals,
not from cowardly fear, bat from an aw-
ful sense of peril, combined with a de-
termination not to flinch from duly.
These are the moments in which truoe
soldiers resign themselves to their fate,
and console selves with the reflection
that whatever may befall them they will

when the absolute coward suffers more
than death—when, if not certsin he would
be shot in his tracks, be would turn and

e
ous questions thst night, among his|fight, has lived through sigeeat’ amount VOLUNTEER CHORUS.
friends; to which be replied with a stern | of meﬂllsudf ical J&bor. At the —
look they w, tood, and the end of a battle, hqqulhndtbdlhud BY H. 8. CORNWELL. -
- e b L the| 1 . thick woolen slothing, aad ‘whe Oomn e semetaigmisiony
m glase, compar- Ihd’gul I was as sore a8 if I had | wi, bore to the wars our flag of stars,
ed his black eye, from the recent scuffle, | been beaten all over with a club. When With & good old ressing: cherss!
to the rainbow shipwreck scene—*blend- | the battle commences the feelings undergo | Thragh thick and this, wid the bartle’ din,
ing every color into one.” Or perhaps | a change. Reader, did you ever see your King Goorge's rage dafying,
he never read the story, and muttered to | house on fire ? if 50, it was then you rush. | They marched 1o the fild, nad would not yleld,

ed into great danger; it was them yon
went over places, climed over walls, f -
ed bhoavy loads, which you mever could
bave done in your cooler moments ;» you
then bave experienced some of the excite-
ment of .d soldier l.!i:; battle. 1 alwly;
knew my dsnger— at any moment
was liable to be killed ; yet lzch was my
excitement that I never fully realized it.
All men are not alike ; some are cool ;
somo are perfectly wild or crazy ; others
are so prostrated with fear that they are
completely unnerved—an awful sinking
and relaxation of all their energies takes
place, awfal to behold ; they tremble like
an aspen, slink into ditches snd covert
places, cry like children, and are totally
insensible to shame—dead to every emo-
tion but the overwhelmning fear of in-
stant death. We had a feww, and but a
few, of such in our army. y
As the two armies were facing” each
other, it was remarkable to see the cool-
ness of our men; there they stood, chew-
ing bits of biscnit, and t:fking aboat the
Mexicans—some wondering if they would
fiight ; others allowing that they wonld,
and like demons, ete. I kept ny eye on
the artillery of the enemy, and happened
to be looking toward the right-wing,
when suddenly a white curl of smoke
sprang up there from one of their guns,
and then I saw the dust fly some distance
in front, where the ball struck. Instantly
another, and another rich carl of smoke
arose, succeeded by a booming sound,
and the shot came crushing toward us.
The enemy fired very rapidly, and their
balls knocked the dust about us in all di-
rections—some went over our heads, oth-
ers etrack the ground in front and boond-
ed away. i
Onr batteries now went ‘to work, and
poured in upon them a perfect storm of
iron; Lieat. Charchill and his men began
with their eighteen pounders, snd when
the first was fired, it made such a lond
report that onr men gave a spontaneous
shout, which seemed to inspire us with
renewed confidence. I conld bear every
word the Lieotenant ssid to his men.
When the first shot was fired, he watch-
ed the ball, saying, “Too high, men; try
another !"”’—*too low, men ; try again—
the third time is the charm !"* The third
shot was fired, and I saw with my own
eyes the dreadful effect of that and the
following shots. *“That’s it, my boys |"*
shonted Uhurchill, jumping up about two
feet; *‘you have them now ! keep at that!"
and so they did, and every shot tore com-
plete lanes throngh the enemy’s lines;
but they stood it manfuolly. The full
chorns of battle now raged; twenty-three
pie-l:es of artillery belched forth their iron
hail.
We wore ordered to lie down in the
grass to avoid the sthot ; this puzzled our
enemy, and they conld not bring their
guns to bear on us, making onr loss very
small. Many were the narrow escapes ;
one ball came within six inches of my
left side. The force of the shot yras tre-
mendons ; a horse’s body was no obstacle
at all; a man’s leg was a mere pipe stem.
I watched the shot as it struck the roots
of the grass, and it was astonishing how
the dust flew. In about a hour the grass
canght on fire, and the clouds of smoka
shut out the opposing armies from view.
We had not as yet lost a man from
our regiment. In the obscurity thee nemy
changed their line, and the eighteen
pounders, supported by our regiment,
took a new position on s little rise of
ground. As we moved on to the spot, a
six pound shot carried away the lower
jaw of Capt. Page, and then took off a
man’s head on the right, as clean as with
a koife. The blood of poor Page was
the fitst blood I saw; he was knocked
down in the grass, and as he endeavored
to raise himself, ho presented soch a
ghastly spectacle that a sickly, fainting
sensation came over me, and the memory
of that night I shall carry with me to my
dying day. - A little Inter, Maj. Ringgold
was mortally wounded at his I |
saw him jost after it. Theshot had torn
away a portion of the flesh of his thighs ;
its force was tremendous, cotting off
his pistols at the locks, snd also the with-
ers of his horse—a splendid steed, which
was killed to relieve him of his misery.
The enemy tried bard, bot withouat avail,
to hit our eighteen pounders. The battle
contioned until  might put an end to the
scene. Weo bivonacked where we were,
and laid on our arms ; we slept, however,
but little, thinking we might be attacked
in our sleep.
The enemy had been very seversly
handled, owing to the superiority of oor
artillery. The gunoers went into it more
like butchers t military men ; each
stripped off his coat, rolled up his sleeves,
and tied his sronnd his waist;
they all wore red flannel shirts, and there-
Fombertag sad walimbering, fring * fow
limbering and unlimbering, firing a few
shots, then dashing through the ‘smoke,
and then fire again with lightning like
npidily,crlrﬁy hid from view by dense
clonds of smoke and dost, with their
dark red shirts and naked arms, yelling
st every shot they

made, reminded me of
:Mddﬂpﬂt‘hﬁn

than in abger. His disfigared counten-
ance was, of course, the subject of numer-

flee. [Fighting is hard work ;. the
man wllb'lns p-ud'zwgb & two hours’

He sets a nice table, does the Governor
sad has some i
you like, I will give you a couple of his
spoons.

the Governor, when the sherry came on ;

diers are raw boys,

Baot kept the old fing flying!
Cworus—Then here's three choers for the volonteen!
With traitors no communion!
For the @ag of the brave shall ever wave
For Liberty and Unioa!

To the soand of the dram, they come, come, coms,
From every bill and valley;

Like the waves of the ses, for the Laad of the Free,
With bearts of fire they rally!

On! on! to the fight, thro’ the day, thro® the night;
There'll soon be stormy weather!

By the girls we love, wa'll berees prove,
And stand or fall together!

Cuouvs—Then bere's thwee cheers, &o.

Hers's tha Green Mountain men from the wood and gles,
And from each craggy highland;
And the Jersey Dloe, with his rifle troe,
And the boys of stout Rhode [slnnd!
The Empire Btate, who cannot wait,
Crowds on from her farthest rogions;
And the mighty West, from ber teeming breast,
Pours down her conquering legions!
Cmorrs—Then here's three cheers, &e.

We'll hang Jeil. Davis on & tree,
Upon his own plantation!
And his reward give Begureganl,
And charge it tn the Nation!
And we'll bring from the wars the Stripes and Stary,
When all our toils are over,
With a song to the praise of the good old days,
And live and die in clover!
Cuonrs—Then bere's three cheers, ke.

WAIT FOR THE WAGON.

A hundred thovsand Northmen,
In glittering war array,

Bhout: “Onwsrd now to Richmond!
We'll brook no more delay.

Why give the traitors time and means
To fortify the way

With swlen guns, in ambuscades?
Oh, anxwer us, we pray.”
CHORUE OF CHIEFTAINS.
You must wait for the wagons,
Tha real army wagons,
The fat contract wagons,

Booght in the red-tape way.

Now, il for army wagons,

Not for compromise, you wait,
Just nak them of the farmers

Of any Unisa State;
And if you need ten thonsand,

Sonnd, strong, thoogh second-banil,
You'll find opon the instant

A sapply for your demand.

CHORUS,

No! wait for the wagons,

The new srmy wagons,

The fat eontract wagons,

Till the 15th of July.

No swindling, fat contractors
Shall block the People’s way,
Nor rebel compromisers:
"Tis treason's reckoning day.
Then shout again our war.cry—
To Richmond onward move!
We now ean crush the traitors,
And that we meaa to prove!

* cuorus,
No! wait for the wagoas,
The fat contract wagons;
If red.tape so willa it,

Wit till ibe Judgment Day.

[From Vanity Fair.]

Our War Correspondence
Buwarows, 8. C., May 25th.

Dear Vamiry: Sach times as I've had!
I was unable to write you last week. Iam
in the heart of the enemy’s country, and
they take every opportunity to incom-
modo me—
Bat I am making rather a good thing
of it—
I generally do.
After sending my men into camp at
Washington, I picked a hondred of my
old Zoo-zoo friends, and came down here
into South Carolins, to travel a little.
We were all disgnised as tamborine-girls.
I never dreamed, my dear Vanity, that
there was so much valuable property in
the Soath.
If I had, I should have been here be-
fore.
Do yon want me to send you anything
nice? If you do, just let me know what,
and I will get it for yon.
I've got two mulstto preachers, one of
whom is as mach as I have any use for.
If you would like the other I’ll send him
on at once. He is a Metholist, and very
eloquent when sober.
I've got a bushel basket full of
watches, and four tobacco plantations.
My Lieatenant—formerly Commodore
of my fleet—Bignor Cospetto di Vendetta
is delighted. He was on the road in
Corsica for three or four years, but says
be never saw such pickings anywhere, be-
fore.
As soon as the chivalry found out
who we were, they sesmed to loose all
respect for us, and began to be very an-
noying. They hanged two of my men
for inviting = fat ox and some poultry
to sopper in our quarters. This, I
was itable, so I burned
the town down—Bowieknife Corner—
and confiscated all the property within
saveral miles.
They don't understand me yet.
I am only travelling for pleasure now.
When I come to start my army this way,
I will show them what ing is |
Yesterday, I dined Gov. Pickens.

id silverware. If

He thinks the South will whip in this
war—I don’t. AR
*Yon must know, my desr Mae,” said

“you muost know that nearly all our sol-
unsccustomed to
firearms. Now, when they get

S~

shot. Your army
- "

w
WW' Lovoitsle, ot Gist
Ebn&whﬂywuﬂasthﬂ'“ also
have as many green tops the case is as
broad as it is long.

All battles cannos be as sunccessful as
that of Charleston Harbor.

Jost as 1 wrote the last sentence, Gov.
Pickens’ body servant, a very smart yel

master. It is as follows:

spoons, and all will be forgotten.
Your’n, Picgexs.

these few words to his master :

diers want a bonfire. Your house is
wooden.

I think that will fetch him. If not
down goes his shanty !

common moukl. When I bave captured
the Sonth—when my star-gemmed ban-
ners floats from every house in the land
—when my laurel-crowned bust looks
serenely down from every niche—when
my name is coupled with a fervent bles-

sing in the mouth of every man, woman,
child and negro, then, and then only, will
I let him up.

Southrons, I come.

Tremble !

Cospetta di Vendetta has just returned
from a little scjonrn in Montgomery. He
was there one day only. He found Jeff.
Davis and General Besuregard sitting on
the s::ra of the Capitol, eating peanuts,
and talking horse. He was desirous of
conversing with them, bat not onder-
standing English nor sny other lsnguage
oxcept Corsican and thieves’ slang, he
had difficulty.
Finally, Floyd was sent for, Of course,
he is perfectly conversant with the thiefl’s
vocabulary, and my lieutenant had quite
a chat with him.
“Did you grab your grigs?’ asked
Floyd.
“Yes, and sherried the ,'" said my
lientenant ; “*but what’s a cully to fake 7
I am blix to sky, and want fardening.”
“Nix my dolly pals,” replied the light
fingered statesman.
This last expression may be copsidered
decisive.
I think that, when I get through loafing
about here, I will sail my fleet against
Montgomery. There is s bank there,
and my men want a little pocket-money.
Abe doesn’t want me to go quite so fast
at first, but I think I can show him a
trick or two that he isn’t up to, as yet.
My genins is not to be trammeled by a
mere President. !
When the proud bird of Jove sosrs
skyward toward the azure empyrean, with
the beams of Liberty gilding his massive
pinions, he must soar kled,
The weather is very fine.
I must close. Some of my
have got on s spree, snd want to hang
a couple of editors. I must go and see
abont it. If I get there in time, I will
save the poor devils. Ifnot, I want to
sce them swung off. 'These Zoo-zo0s of
mine are playful dogs; they will have
their practical jokes. After all, they are
good children, and I am

McArose.

Sir: Bince the Hon. C. L. Vallandig-
ham, member of Congress from the Day-

so much sympathy with the traitor crew
of Jeff. Davis, I hear many E:opleuking
what sort of a man he can I cannot
better answer these inquiries ¢han by the
relation of a fact well koown here, and
from which loyal people may Tearn what
sort of stuff Northera traitors are made of.
This notorions Vallandigham has a
poor old mother, well stricken in years,
who daily realizes
“How sharper than & serpent’s tooth it ie
To bave & thankless child.”

This worthy old Iady is s respected
member of the ian Charch in
Dayton, and, althoogh s member of Con-
gress—a man very
property, besi

E.

parish. At the last meeting of
Lis
. 0. M. Todd, relief was grant.
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Faox Vamry Far.—By our Judicial

Joker.—To what decision must the Sonth|

soon come? To Dread Scott.
The best campaign paper—Cartridge

! iAgomlplngloltiek into the

uﬁ&d.uﬁq’u@hhm they

of & cannon—A Plug-ugly.

[will bo so carcless with their muskets that
ten to one, some .of yoor men will get _
had befter stay in|Bloodihirsty Specches of Jefferson Davis

low boy, entered with a note from his

Dear Mac: A joke’s a joke, you know.
I'm not vexed. My boy will receive the

I bave confiscaled the servant, and sent

.Dean Pick : I give you twenty-four
hours to write an apology in. My sol-

He who would seek to cope with a
McArone, must be a man of more than

well off in worldly | with a few
bis 83,000 a year and | —always i
ileage—she is literally left fo the care|my word for it the soil

oo

bon Presbytery, on motion |1

The Bebel Leaders

and Goversor

On the Ist instant, Jefforson Davis was
serenaded at Richmond, Va., and made a
bloodthirsty speech, in which he said:

“Upon every hill which now overluoks
Richmond you have had, and will con-
tinue to have, camps containing soldiers
from every Btate in the Confederacy; and to
its remotest limits every proud heart bests
bigh with indignation at the thoaght that
the foot of the invader has been set on
the soil of old Virginia. [Grest cheer-
ing.] There is not one true son of the
South who is not ready to shoulder his
mausket, to bleed, to die, or to conquer in
the canse of liberty here. [Cheers.] Be-
ginning under many embarrassments, the
result of seventy years taxation being in
the hands of our enemies, we must at first
move cautiously. It may be that we
shall have to encounter sacrifices; but, my
friends, under the smiles of the God of
the just, and filled with the ssme spirit,
that snimated our fathers, success shall
perch on our banners. I sm sure you
do not expect mo to go into any argu-
ment upon those questions which for
twenty-five years, have agitated the coun-
tr{; Woe bave now reached the point
where arguments being exhausted it only
remains for ua to stand by our

Cheers and cries of ‘We will.’ \Ebm
the time and occasion serve we shall smite
the smiter with manly arms, as did our
fathers before us, and as becomes their
sons. To the enemy we leave the base
acts of the assassin and incendiary, to
them we loave it to insult belpless women;
to us belongs vengeance upon man. [Tre-
mendous applanse.] Now, my friends,
I thank you sgain for this gratifying man-
ifestation. [A voice—'Tell us something
about Buena Vista."] Well, my friends,
Ican only say we will make the battls
fields of Virginia another Buena Vista,
and drench them with blood more precious
than that which there, we will
make a ourselves. We do
not ask that the past shall shed our lustre
opon us, bright as our past has been, for
we can achieve our own destiny. We
mnyrmv.' to many s field, over which
bas floated the flag of our country when
we were of the United States, upon which’
Bonthern soldiers and Soathern officers
reflected their brave spirits in their deeds
of daring ; and without intending to cast
a shadow opon the courage of any portion
of the United States, let us call'it to your
remombrance, thst no msaa who went
from any of theso Confederate States, bas
ever yet, a general officer, surrendered to
an enemy.”’

Henry A. Wise was then called out,
and delivered himself of the following
sentiments: :

“You want war, fire, blood to purily
you; and the Lord of Hosts has demanded
that you should walk throngh fire
blood. You are called to the fery bap-
tism, snd I call upon you to covae up to

the altar. Though r way be
i;;"’"-"ﬂ vive of blood,

ry. Collect yourselves, summon
selves, elevate yourselves to the high and
sacred duty of patriotism. The man who '
dares to pray, the man who dares to wait
until some magic arm is put into his hand;
the man who will not go unless he has
or

g

even
wheels.




